September the second, twenty [i]exty[/i] six.



Dear Sapphire, dear Amethyst.

I think I will get used to my new home just fine.  I was finally accepted in a high school at Wavre, near Leuven in Belgium.  I'll be studying social sciences on third cycle.  The IPES did not seem like a particularly special building from the outside, but once I had wandered in... well, I guess I can say I am in good hands.

For starters, the hallways and doors are immense.  The classes are roomy and the furniture made to correspond to everyone's needs.  My dorm room houses four, in double bunk beds of custom-made, Extra Long King size.  I can move at my ease without a worry.  My roommates are quite all right with my presence, each with their own areas of expertise both in body and knowledge.  Two of them are native Belgian, while the third - whose name is Lavenna - is from the Netherlands.  It's only been days, and sie's already turned out to be a wonderful friend.  In a way, we are in the same boat: I am a Japanese attempting to get by with a minimal grasp on Dutch, while sie is a Dutch herm who's trying to immerse hirself in French.  I might end up speaking both languages after all, as they are used quite regularly on the school grounds.  I guess it'll depend on my workload.

To be honest, I was expecting to make a commotion, but it turned out to be a drop in the ocean.  What is another hermaphrodite among so many?  I think that, for the first time, I am surrounded by a community I really can identify with.

Math class was especially funny.  The teacher, on the very first day, told of volumes, litres, cubic meters, inches, adding and multiplying - all concepts with which I am rather familiar.

I think the teacher had been keeping an eye on me.

True, I'm somewhat of a challenge for calculators.  My fifth pair of breasts had just finished growing in the airplane on the way to Leuven, and it's become a sport all on its own to find a way to wear my undies around my thirty-six balls.  I don't really bother anymore.  My skirt does the job of hiding my four sheathes, if only for the most obvious portions.  If I move a little too much, my skirt folds or gets stuck in some way, and I might as well be naked before everyone.  I have to put up with it - a longer skirt would drag on the floor.  Fortunately, shirts and bras are a slightly easier affair.  Since I'm still sporting a size within easily reachable norms, I can find cups at a dime a dozen.  In fact, I managed to lay my hands on some sets with special socks that'll accommodate the three nipples I sport per breast.  I must say it's a welcome and long overdue feeling.  Those girls can now get as erect and puffy as they want without any discomfort whatsoever.

As for my tail, it's common agreement that it remain uncovered.  I'm aware of others with tailcocks, but no one seems to mind.  Like many, placing a sock over my tail is uncomfortable at best.

It turned out math class had been placed at the beginning of our day - and our school year - for the sole purpose of introducing ourselves to each other.  I did blush a whole lot when the teacher began asking me the more intimate questions - and blush on my bright green scales is not exactly a harmonious mix of colors.  It turned out that I had to name the numbers and size of all my parts.  I didn't really believe it at first, but a quick clearing of the throat and some mental preparation made everything run smoothly.  Really, I was delighted to not only be allowed, but urged to tell all about myself and my body to everyone!  Imagine me saying those lines with the attitude you know of me so well:

"Right then!  I'm Aventurine Tomoeshi, Japanese lust dragon, hermaphrodite, sixteen years old, going on seventeen in January.  I have ten breasts, each with three nipples six by one, four sheathes with two shafts each, all thirty by four - diameter, mind you.  I have three more sheaths with one shaft each in my tail, those being fifty by two and flexible like tentacles.  Finally, I have thirty-six testicles in four sacs, so six to a sac, with each ball roughly a foot and a half in diameter... they change from day to day.  Can be just a foot or can be two sometimes.  I also have a few in my tail as well but I can't know how many for sure...  I know just that I have some.  Everything else, well, normal proportions and numbers until further order!"

My last three words had placed a bit of consternation in the class.  I had just told them I might grow [I]more[/i].  Not that a herm isn't expected to grow, but as the smallest yet most multiplied of my siblings, I was also the most endowed of my class in terms of numbers.  No one, not even the teacher had seen a sixteen year old student with as many as [i]eleven[/i] penises.  The best those around me could muster was two or three... far bigger yes, but what's the advantage of size when you can't even reach for it?  Me, I'm right in the perfect spot, where I can watch my erections and choose one to suck from without even having to grab it.

Oh!  I maybe should include Lavenna's speech in there as well.  Sie knew French better than I did, so sie had a somewhat easier time getting started.  But anyway, I thought sie was gorgeous.  I'll attach pictures but I feel like writing down hir introduction word for word:

"Hello again everyone, most of you know me; for the new ones, I am Lavenna-Evelyne de Lange, I'm a white squirrel, and I speak mostly Dutch with some French.  I intend to take an immersion program this year to better my skills.  I'm a hermaphrodite, eighty inches by seventeen for my member, and five feet of diameter for both my breasts and balls, with nipples fifteen inches by four.  I tend to leak milk a whole lot, not much I can do about it despite my best efforts, but that's what the drains in the classes are for - just don't be surprised if you hear dripping all of a sudden.  And, that's pretty much it!"

So yes, Lavenna's a pretty hefty one.  In fact, it's so much that sie had to place hir cock in a sock because it was too large to even fit in hir sheath.

I saw a few more oddities; species I thought were nice, and charms I wished I could have for myself.  There was even a two-headed mare among us - Joyce Something, I can't remember... but it was amazing to see two heads acting under a single mind.  It more than made up for her sexually diminutive size.  I remember asking her all sorts of stupid and obnoxious questions.  I guess I wasn't thinking at the time.  My brain's got this habit of traveling between my head and my sex all the time.

Getting used to the chairs proved to be a little clumsy.  It was my first time sitting on chairs built for hyperherms.  The seats were U-shaped, able to split into halves so that one could place hir sac below and then pull the seat back together in order to sit, thus taking out the worry of having to get one's balls around the chair all the time.  It's convenient, although I'll have a hard time remembering to unlock it before standing up.  As of now, four times out of five, I stand up only to have the seat plastered to my butt and still locked into position.

I gradually realized that the teacher was pulling a few jokes on us when she gave us lessons on spheres and cylinders for at least the first half of the class.  It was an obvious nod to what we were and what she had, for the teacher's chest and rear had nothing to be ashamed of.  The first class wasn't even true work.  It was more like a running gag.  Each question, she gave a hint to it, in the form of a student's name.  That number appeared on the student somewhere, either in terms of size or number.  When came the time to figure out the total output of an orgasm, we ended up with infinity for an answer, much to the hilarity of everyone.

It's funny because it's true!

Of course, the real work would start tomorrow.  The teacher had warned us that next time would be a serious time, and that we'd have to put in the effort like any student.  She was telling the truth.  Yes, the lessons were challenging and some of the problems were a real piece of work, but I had learned to count early on in my life, body oblige, so I think I can fancy myself to be rather good with numbers.

The [i]real[/i] problem turned out to be sex.  Everyday, we had to resist the temptation.  I wasn't the only one in this affair - most of us had the same problem.  The clothes were too snug, too comfortable or too soft.  I felt my skirt brush against one of my cocks riding the lip of its sheath.  I had to keep writing while feigning ignorance in the face of the massive erection growing from me.  I had to learn to keep working no matter the situation, and to keep my papers and tools safe in the midst of an orgasm.

We all coped in our own special way.  Some held off until the end of class.  Others masturbated at the first sign of trouble and quietly blew their load off to the side.  I couldn't afford the latter - touching one cock meant another would grow to replace it.  So I waited.  I waited for minutes that seemed like days.  You could tell the agony in my pained expression.  I bit my lip, closed my eyes and thought of something else.  Below me, under the desk, my body squirmed and my lengths moved one against another, actually twitching of their own in some programmed attempt to get off by touching each other, while my erect tailcocks swayed this way and that behind me, quite often finding and brushing against the sex of the one sitting behind me, in this seductive fashion that makes it all look deliberate - even though I don't look at and don't even realize my own subtle come-ons.

Like always, I was putting on a show.  I looked cute in the process and I knew it.  I had all the characteristics of a herm ready to make love right this instant.  Some of us woke up too late and spent the class with morning woods.  The desks were bolted to the floor, which meant a few could choose to use theirs as a blocking measure to keep their shafts out of the way, but that only meant blowing somewhere towards the front, either at another student or the teacher.  It's not like the teacher didn't expect such a thing to happen, but she expected us to aim away from her whenever possible so as not to inadvertently erase what she was writing on the board - or worse, short-circuit her laptop.

Sitting next to Lavenna proved to be a good decision.  As promised, sie leaked milk with a surprising regularity - almost all the time!  So, whenever I felt thirsty, I lifted hir shirt and helped myself to a gulp or two while the teacher had her back turned.  Students weren't supposed to interact with each other this way but in practice, the application was lax and some minor touches and gropes were allowed.  In short, it wasn't forbidden if you didn't get caught... and even if you did, all you got was a quick call to order and the story ended there most of the time.  The key was not to make any noise and to refrain from outward displays.  Tease, look, but don't go the whole distance.

At each end of class, we helped ourselves to hoses, water pistols and battery-powered dryers to rinse off our legs and feet.  It sounds funny when told on paper like this, but we all got hit by some stray cum or milk at some point, and the legs were at just the right altitude to be the prime target.  It was at this point as well that the teacher stepped into a safe corner, stored her laptop in a drawer and waited for "Group Wait-'Till-The-End" - that's my group! - to finish ourselves off and relieve the pressure.

Myself, I was particularly impatient.  After almost a whole hour of restraint, I let go as soon as everyone had stood up.  My eight main cocks gave up a whole torrent of seed and my balls lost a foot of diameter in just a few seconds.  I usually went on for about thirty seconds.  A quick brush of my tail was enough to send me over the edge.  I did my best to keep my aim straight.  Most of the time, I tried to avoid everyone at once and shoot in clear lines.  But one day, they decided to make my life hard and keep moving themselves all over the place.  Let's just say I hit several intentional targets.

I don't know how playful it is for you two in America.  I only managed to talk to Amethyst for a few minutes before boarding my flight, and sie had told me you two had started already but there wasn't anything special to tell about just yet.  I ended up spending my last few quarters on Garnet, to tell hir that I was all right and everything would be okay.  Sie's overprotective, but I guess that's just what moms do.  I think sie'll be pleased to hear from me once I give hir an update on my situation.  Knowing hir, sie'll be delighted to know that I keep my sexual fitness high and mighty.

I had forgotten to tell about it, but the school is equipped with tiles and drains almost everywhere.  I think the only piece of carpet happens to be on the pool table.  It's convenient for girls like Lavenna, who leak outside of their own control.  It leads to interesting situations when the right thing happens at the right time, and I was witness several times to a glass of 7-Up turning into an overflowing Pina Colada thanks to a cock firing off on its own somewhere.  Needless to say, if you didn't like the taste of cum, you were off to bad start.  I don't think I've encountered that type yet.  Not have I see anyone display lactose intolerance - that'd be the day!

Of course, it all seems too perfect, the way I'm describing it now... but like you, I paid a good sum of money to be allowed into these accommodations.  The school grounds have been made for us, but the real world, less so.  Whenever I need to venture out, I must dress properly and make sure nothing drags against the concrete - it's a lesson I learned the hard way at Shibuya Square when I was forty (or rather, thirteen years old in terms of standard age), if you two remember.  I have my share of difficulties, but the quality of the school and the quality of my body far outweigh the small problems I have to cope with.  I wouldn't trade my looks away for all the money in the world.  You know as much as I do that I make no compromises about that.

Yes Ame.  I know you'd rather have me sport just two pairs of bigger boobs, but that doesn't correspond to what I am.  That's me, smaller but more, and I'm more than happy with that.  I'd tell you two to loosen up as usual but I'll leave this job to another letter if I need to fill in some free lines on my last page.

For one thing, I know I'll be having a whole lot of fun with Lavenna, both nice and naughty.  For another thing, I've got to tell you of the other classes and the friends I made on my first few days, but... well, you'll understand that some other duties are calling me.  I'm trying to improve my stamina but I can't hold myself for long.  In class, I can barely restrain myself for an hour... and in the dorm, with the three herms surrounding me and bouncing all over the place, thirty minutes is my all-time record.

It's weak, but I don't care.  Orgasms are fun!  But I'll admit that there's a time and a place for everything, so to make everyone's lives easier, I train myself.  I want to become able to cum when [I]I[/I] choose to.  I didn't have this worry back home, but now, it's serious.

For mom's sake, I will be a better student.

For the sake of you two, I will be a better lust dragon.

For my own sake, I will do whatever I can to be a better herm.

And for the sake of my new friends, I will do whatever I can to... tease them.  Just to see their reaction.



~~Avie